CHAPTER   XIII

THE  RECALL

THE hour of nine found Aglae waiting in an ante-room
of the Tuileries. She had arrived there before Louis
was up and sent her name to the Chamberlain. Ignorant
as to the time of execution she would have gone on
waiting, had not some one informed her: 'The audience
you have requested with the King would now be useless/
No more* The Bourbons could yet be tactful.

Strange scenes were being enacted in the Place de
rObservatoire. Ney's body was left where it had fallen
with the Abbe, still kneeling beside it, surrounded by
onlookers. Some were glad, others despondent. But
the priest thought more of his prayers for the dead man
than the attitude of the living.

The crowd numbered a few horsemen, among them
a Russian general. When it was known he had gone to
witness the shooting the Tsar, with more sensibility than
he had shown in repudiating the Convention, gave
orders for his name to be struck from the roll of the army.

Another trotted his horse across the ground and leaped
it over the fallen body. Story has it that the rider was
an Englishman. He was quite safe in perpetrating the
insult, for eleven bullets had found their mark in the
chest, head, neck, and right arm of the Marshal. But
the twelfth was embedded in the wall, high up from the
target, where the sight of one of the firing-squad had
been diverted by sentiment.

There was a further act on the part of an old soldier
to be recorded.   One came from the crowd and dipped
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